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to explore emotional and intellectual ephemera, made 
sensual.

I feel that the natural environment pervades my art in 
a very abstract way. For instance, in painting my palette 
is almost entirely from the colors surrounding me (or, at 
least, the world I knew in childhood and youth, the skies, 
forests, lakes, and swamps of northern Minnesota): grays 
and earth tones; chlorophyll green; translucent blues; 
the translucent reddish brown of the lakes and swamps 
and rivers (tannin and, maybe, rust turning the water the 
color of a cola or root beer); just accents of bright colors. 
(Raw and burnt umber,  yellow ocher, graphite; sap green; 
copper phthalocyanine blue; burnt sienna, respectively, 
usually thinned into glowing, translucent glazes with 
copal medium or gel medium (oil versus acrylic).) And a 
tendency to build layers of texture rather than solid skins 
of paint, reminiscent of the fractal and crystalline impurity 
of color and texture in nature.
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All images, words, and sounds copyright 2016 Michael 
Myshack, unless otherwise indicated.

For more information and opinions, visit:

Prattle and Din for a history of my rather closeted 
adventures in recording, beginning in 1996, Th ere you 
will fi nd background on each composition, reports on 
technology and techniques, and personal digressions 
(mainly biographical).

prattleanddin.wordpress.com

Th e Naked Old Man is nothing but a home for my 
opinions. It was intended to be fi lled with irrational 
observations and rants but keeps veering toward sensibility 
and responsibility (sorry).

thenakedoldman.wordpress.com

Poetry and Other Sounds for information on the 
recordings of myself and others. It was meant to be a 
resource for recording poet/musicians.

poetryandothersounds.wordpress.com

Or you can fi nd more of my recordings to download at 
Bandcamp (you might have already found the site if you’ve 
downloaded this booklet).

swampmessiah.bandcamp.com
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To some extent, what I’m making is not a recognized 
genre. It doesn’t really have a name (Brian Eno, in a 
Tape Op interview, claimed it had no name; some 
would meaninglessly call it spoken word, which, to me, 
could be just about anything; UK poet Mark Goodwin 
calls it poesonus or digitally enhanced audio poetry; 
Australian poet David McCooey has referred to the whole 
composition, not just the background, as soundtrack; I 
tend to refer to my stuff  as poesonic, because it’s a cheesy, 
Cold War sort of name, or as prattle and din). Some 
of the earliest of 19th century recordings include the 
combination of poetry and music. It seems to pop up every 
generation on the gallery scene: there have been, over the 
decades, occasional recordings of poetry with a musical 
accompaniment. Th ey’re seldom meant to go together, 
not really presented as a cohesive unit. A Christmas gift in 
1978 fi rst introduced me to such possibilities when I was 
given An American Prayer, a posthumous release of Jim 
Morrison’s poems accompanied by the surviving members 
of Th e Doors. I’ve heard very little of its kind since then. 

Still, what I’m doing rarely has anything in common with 
much of anything I’ve heard. I started out wanting to do 
something not conventionally musical. I wanted waltzes of 
dried leaves. Or the drone of a singing bowl. Or the clatter 
of objects from work or in the house. Or the honk and 
jangle of children’s toys. Or the lullaby of rain. Industrial 
was a fashion that was in the air and I’m sure I took it in 
but it was something I had no direct experience with. 
Initially, a couple years before I actually began recording 
myself, I’d put out feelers to musicians I knew about 
possibly collaborating. Th at never worked out. Unless 
you’re going to start singing, musicians don’t really know 
what to do with that weird poet guy. Nor have I ever heard 
my words and voice in a conventionally musical setting.

I think I often have a desire to create something 
resembling a found environment, whether geophonic, 
biophonic, or anthrophonic (yeah, I’ve been reading Bernie 
Krause). Drones and repetitive clunks with interjections of 
other sounds. With voice over. An environment in which 
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My experience with music has been entirely diff erent. 
Despite several years of accordion lessons (or maybe 
because of them) I can make no claim to being a musician. 
I don’t think in terms of harmonies, chords, and melodies. I 
barely think in rhythm. I have a huge record collection and 
when young, like most young people, have often found 
it impossible to go about my life without a soundtrack 
(something I no longer need). But are the recordings you 
hear in this collection inspired by the music I listen to? A 
few of the compositions seem so. But there’s little that’s 
overtly pop or rock or classical or even contemporary 
experimental, not just because I lack the musical 
chops to perform any of those genres. Most of what is 
presented here could more rightly be called audio collage, 
soundscape, or soundtrack. With voice over.

Photo taken December 1967 by my grandmother, Sophie. Or 
taken by my mother, Arlette, to showcase the new sweater from 
Sophie?
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 5 Introduction to collection; Lester River crossing Arnold Road 
north of Lismore Road, Gnesen Township

 6 Introduction to me; photo of Arlette and Walter at Arlette’s 
high school graduation (1954?); me with Helen and George, 
circa 1961; me with Keith, circa 1958; passport photo, circa 
1982; driver’s license photos 1983, 1987, 1989, and 1991; 
remains of self-portrait circa 1983

 7 Introduction to self and art, pages 7-16; two photos of me 
(taken by Karen), circa 1992 and 1998; scanned selfi e circa 
2005; selfi e 2016

 8 Fantasy illustrations
 9 Fantasy painting
 10 Photos: me, with accordion, 1967; sheet metal nailed to 

power pole, Lester River outlet (Seven Bridges)
 12 Photo: Hay Creek at Abbott Road, Gnesen Township
 13 Photo: birch grove, Split Rock Lighthouse
 14 Clockwise from upper left: fantasy painting, 36 3/4” x 28 

3/8” oil on canvas, September, 1980; notebook, ball point 
pen, circa 1972, cars and monsters;  18” x 14” oil on canvas 
board circa April 1976, nude; self-portrait, 10 3/4” x 6” oil on 
hardboard June 1980; Brian May, ball point pen, circa 1974; 
WWII Japanese tank, ball point pen, circa 1974

 16 Non-representational paintings, 1980-1984: 10 3/4” x 8 
oil on hardboard June 1980; 20” x 16” oil on canvas board 
August 1980; 23 5/8” x 16” oil on canvas; 6 1/4” x 19 3/8” oil 
on canvas; 16” x 24” oil on hardboard

 17 Still lifes: bird jaw, ivy leaf, and acorns; 5 3/4” x 8” graphite, 
acrylic and ink on Rieves BFK, circa 1983; Echo and the 
Bunnymen story in Rolling Stone, ID, coins, and pen, 18” x 
18” graphite, ink, and acrylic on Rieves BFK, begun 1983 in 
Duluth, fi nished 1987-88 in Minneapolis

 18 Introduction to recording, pages 18-22; photos of recorders
 19 Photos of mics
 20 Photos of signal processors
 21 More photos of mics; photos of instruments
 22 Introduction to instrumentation, pages 22-23; photos of 

MIDI keyboards
 23 Photos of mailing tubes and sheet metal; photos of stringed 

instruments; photo of toy box
 24 “Th e Naming”, pages 24-25
 25 Drawing CVII
 26 Drawing CXIII
 27 “Evil 2”, pages 27-30
 30 Drawing CV
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 31 “Longing for the Unknown”, pages 31-32
 32 Drawing XXVIII
 33 “Blue Bodies”, pages 33-34
 35 Drawing LXXV
 36 “Night”, pages 36-37
 37 “Sex Is Something (You’ll Never Forget)”, pages 37-42
 39 Drawing LXXVIIIa-b
 41 Drawing LXXVI
 42 “Our Questions”, pages 42-43; photos from our basement
 44 “Th e Psychedelic Baby of Death”, pages 44-45; photo of 

grease in a pan fl oating on water
 46 Introduction to working on the computer, pages 46-50; 

screen shots of DAWs
 47 Photos of consumer grade A/D-D/A interfaces
 48 Photos of MIDI keyboard controllers
 50 Photos of tube pre-amps; photo of my room/studio, circa 

2005
 51 Screen shots of virtual instruments; photo of my desk, circa 

2011
 52 Drawing CXI
 53 “Insects”, pages 53-54
 54 Drawing CXII
 55 “To You…”, pages 55-56
 56 Drawing CXXXIV
 57 “Like Unicorns”, pages 57-60
 59 Drawing CXXXI
 60 “Trouble in the Sky”
 61 “Hungry Eyes” copyright Charles Schlee and Michael 

Myshack
 62 “In the Beginning…Was Boredom”; drawing LXXXV
 63 “Cortex Failing, Frontal Lobes Already Down”; “Shadow”, 

pages 63-64
 64 “Th e Angels Are Agitated”; “Pool of Darkness”, pages 64-66
 65 Drawing XCIX
 67 “Winter Flowers”; photo out our living room window
 68 “Dream House”, pages 68-69
 69 Photo of my room, circa 1993
 70 “Sleep Now”; photo of snow after a melt re-froze
 71 Clockwise spiral starting upper left: Karen and I on Sanibel 

Island, 2015 (photo by Karen); the kids and I at a fallen tree, 
1998 (photographer unknown—we found an 8x10 in our 
mailbox); selfi e 2008; Oliver leaving for a year in Australia, 
2015; selfi e 2010; Ursula’s fi rst day of kindergarten, 1996

 72 CD track listing
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It was a bit later, maybe in 1977, that I started writing 
poetry. I would say this was more or less the situation with 
drawing, that I had no idea what I was doing but found 
it necessary. Th ere was one point, around the time that I 
was briefl y a student at UMD (maybe in 1979) in which 
I realized I had written more poems than I’d read. Ten? It 
wasn’t many. Like  most of the American public, I had a 
vague sense that “poetry” is short lines that are probably 
gibberish but added up to something capturing a feeling.

Probably in 1980 or 1981 I began to pursue the craft of 
poetry, totally failing to grasp the traditional mechanics 
of it: my lines were erratic, if there’s any sense of meter it’s 
totally accidental. I also failed to recognize that poetry 
could make sense. My attempts at rhyme made it even 
more ridiculous. It wasn’t until the mid-1990s that I started 
writing poetry that could be apprehended as conscious 
thought.

In this oil triptych, circa 1981-82, you can see that the Lady of the 
Wind (by then nameless) had acquired longer hair and smaller 
breasts. Usually she was seen with sword in hand.
Oil on masonite; 9 3/8” x 20”. My records show this being done 
in 1979 but the technique of throwing thinner on the copal glaze 
was something I developed a couple years later. At least, that’s 
how I remember it.
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for both my own stories and those of others (especially 
Greek myths). All of this was a miserable failure. I have 
never been able to produce satisfying work to consciously 
express anything, nor to please anyone. At the time it 
seemed selfi sh and uncooperative of me to turn down 
commissions—that is, elitist—since I had no understanding 
of why I was making art.

Sketches for a fantasy story circa 1976—graphite, color pencil, 
and india ink. At the time I was in school for architectural 
drafting. Th e Temple of Life had a pentagonal fl oor plan. Th e 
character I obsessed over began as a generic love object, the Lady 
of the Wind.

55

What you will fi nd in this collection is a sampling of 
recordings from all periods and working methods of the 
past two decades. In some ways this could be construed as 
a “best of”: the selections do not so much refl ect taste or 
the segregation by quality but which recordings seem more 
or less fi nished. It’s true I’ve passed over compositions I 
don’t particularly like; primarily I’ve excluded things that 
were completely beyond my ability or seem half-baked.

I will include some notes about each composition. 
If that isn’t enough you can read and hear more at my 
blog memoir for recording this stuff , Prattle and Din 
(prattleanddin.wordpress.com), where I go into quite a 
bit of detail about the evolution of my recording as well 
as what tools and toys I’ve used. To my embarrassment 
and your aural discomfort you will also fi nd an almost 
complete history of all the drafts of each composition, 
the rough starts and botched mixes of even my earliest 
recordings.
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It’s common practice to say my story begins in July 1957 
with a blunder called birth. Obviously there are many other 
mistakes leading up to this particular faux pas. Generations 
of them. Eons. Epochs. I only mention it to put the rest of 
this narrative into temporal perspective, should you care 
to do the math.

77

I have a need to think outside the amorphous, indefi nite 
confi nes called mind, to make my thoughts tangible or 
merely to bring my motor functions into the process. Th is 
does not mean those thoughts are any more rational or 
logical than they would otherwise be. To the contrary: my 
capacity for rational thought is small enough to be easily 
contained within bone walls. Also, I’ve long suspected that 
logic is too limited. Hence art and mysticism, tools better 
suited to incorporating emotion and sensation and the 
complexity of existence. My thoughts are sensual.

Th ough I’ve drawn as far back as I can remember, and 
been noted for my skill, it wasn’t until the end of my senior 
year of high school, 1975, that I began to take the process 
seriously. I still had no interest in being an Artist. But I 
became obsessed with learning the tools and techniques 
of oil painting and, over the next couple years, checked 
out almost every book the public library had on the 
subject. Most of them were not that helpful and some, in 
retrospect, were positively harmful (for instance, Painting 
Techniques of the Masters by Hereward Lester Cooke, 
though I’m still fond of the book, so worshiped every brush 
stroke of past masters that you knew you’d be doomed to 
mediocrity). Th is pursuit led to a more conscious creation 
of works of art. Yet, after having decades to analyze what 
I’ve been doing—and I really have been curious—I fi nd 
that the objects are only incidental. I am just thinking.

It’s important to point out that I did not come to 
the visual arts as a fan. I was only vaguely conscious of 
commercial art, such as illustration, and had not seen a 
genuine painting (the stuff  in museums) until I was well on 
my way with oils. I was probably 20 before I ever entered an 
art gallery (the Tweed, on the UMD campus). I would have 
to say that advertising and my record collection, in all their 
absorbent, disjointed, confusing diversity, are as close as it 
comes to being my school of art.

It was also around this time, circa 1976, that I began 
to write. At fi rst it was derivative and inspired by what 
I’d read. Th at is, I fi rst tried to write sci-fi /fantasy/horror 
stories inspired primarily by Tolkien (but also by Le Guin, 
Moorcock, Stoker, Poe, and others). I also tried illustration 
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 1  14:22 (Draft 1, March 17, 1996; draft 7, 
August 4, 2012)

I think this composition is one I had in mind several 
months before I actually began creating and recording 
audio compositions.

Th e fi rst draft of “Th e Naming” was primarily a deep 
sea diver breath and the word “water” echoing through a 
mailing tube resonator;  some splashing in the tub, with a 
dripping faucet; my voice; and some random parts on the 
Casio. All of it performed then bounced. Th e build up of 
tape hiss and circuit noise was painful.

After that I sampled the breath and word as well 
as some other water sounds (many of them involving 
children’s stacking cups) on the MS-1 and controlled with 
a sequencer. Th at constituted draft 2 on the 4-track and 
drafts 3 and 4 on the digital 8-track. Th e lapping water now 
played in a bucket instead of the bath tub.

Drafts 5 and 6 were reconstructed with the digital tracks 
imported to computer and assembled in ACID Pro. Draft 7 
reused some of those tracks but was largely rerecorded.

In early 1983 I planned to do a short book of poems and 
erotic drawings called Laughing Water, the title of which 
refers to the slipperiness of sexual intercourse and that fi rst 
instance when it overpowered my consciousness. Around 
that time I had at least one poem called “Laughing Water”. 
Th is particular poem was written about ten years later.

Th e oily warmth pressed against me, cell for cell, like a fever 
dream of perfect submersion. It crept along my penis in 
tortuous slowness, as though my life would pass before it 
reached the bottom. But then it spread over my scrotum 
and thighs, fi lled the hollows along the ilia, and, like a tide, 
continued up my abdomen, lapping each rib, overrunning 
pectorals and clavicle. It pooled into a hood of warmth 
wrapping my head, crowning my senses until it poured into 
my lungs, suff using like a balm. Every blood vessel shook with 
a scream in slow freefall, a plunging through liquid depths, 
almost weightless yet sinking...deeper...sinking deeper.
It was a lapping and a rocking, the way the smallest waves 
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Likewise, as mentioned earlier, I tend to build 
soundscapes of clicks and bangs and drones rather than 
doing much with the conventional means of musical 
composition, especially harmony and melody. Th is could 
as likely be the motor of a refrigerator as the song of a 
cardinal, wind in the trees, insects, frogs, a television in the 
next room, distant traffi  c on the highway. I’m not a purist.

Sometimes the business itself, the technical process of 
making a work, is more a form of lateral self-transcendence, 
a kind of busy-work, more like a hobby than what we call 
Art. It’s just a way of taking the mind away from itself. 
Th ere are conscious moments of problem solving but it’s 
mainly repetitive movement, common at least in both the 
visual and aural media—the cross-hatching of a drawing, 
the pounding of a rhythm. For some of us this is a means 
of loosening thought, which begins to fl ow into the thing 
the hands are shaping. It serves the same function as taking 
a walk—a great pastime for poets and scientists—the 
rhythms of the body opening the mind.

I don’t feel I’m doing anything novel or cutting edge 
or even all that experimental. My thoughts and art 
are entirely of their time. If my intent was to create a 
marketable product I could seem entirely misguided and, 
within that paradigm, avant-garde. If anything I’d say I’m 
more rear guard.
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around the house maybe mine should be called Domestic.
I do use conventional instruments though seldom for 

anything more than a drone or scream. Occasionally I’ll 
try to do something recognizably musical, primarily in my 
earliest recordings as I was learning to work with MIDI and, 
later, when learning to work with loops in the computer I 
used a lot of commercially made loop libraries (David Torn, 
Bill Laswell, Vir Unis, Bradley Fish, Joe Vitale, and many 
others). In most of my compositions, I think the noise I 
make with homemade samples plays the part of nature, as 
do the earth tones in my painting, and that conventional 
instruments play the part of accent colors. Th ink of my 
Stratocaster as a screaming bed of peonies.

Art objects 
as well as 
instruments. A 
Mexican made 
Stratocaster; a 
Yamaha classical; 
and a Suzuki 
mandolin.
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According to my notes, my fi rst composition featured 
conventional instrument sounds ala a Casio CTK-530 
MIDI keyboard (very cheesy and unconvincing) and voice. 
Subsequently I’ve used a printing press and drying rack, 
the former for rhythm the latter for both rhythm and 
solo percussion; water, splashes and ripples of open water, 
natural rain and artifi cially created in the shower, drips, 
toys for playing in the water; a rolled newspaper that is 
both drum and beater; mailing tubes as resonators; slinkies 
as percussion instrument; a singing bowl for pings and 
drones; rusty hinges processed and mutated into unearthly 
horns; metal cans as both resonators and percussion 
instruments; water jugs, with or without water; sidewalk 
chalk for scratches and clinks; ice and snow, mainly for 
crunches but also the gentle patter of a rare pellet fall of 
snow onto dried leaves; clothes line thunked like a giant 
bass string; damp towels as whips snapped against my 
leg; ribbed glass light fi xtures used for isolated clunks, 
rhythmic plunks, and bell-like ringing; metal HVAC fi lters 
stroked and hammered; decorative baskets, pots and pans 
for the expected clangor; frying bacon; the air coming out 
of a nebulizer; mostly old wood furniture for the thunk 
and rattle of loose boards; percussion instruments made 
by my children, usually involving a can with a membrane 
or seeds to rattle, though other combinations have come 
my way; combs, primarily for a cricket-like cadence; books 
and cassette cases, struck or snapped shut; sheet metal 
and parking lot signs, for bangs, wobbles, and as a bed 
for rolling other objects; toys of all kinds, many of them 
made by Remo, including the Th under Tube, but also a 
bending tube bought at the science museum, various 
stringed instruments, the ubiquitous plastic trumpet of 
the state fair, imitation microphones with a spring inside, 
toy megaphones, rackets for smashing a ball, a rocking 
cow and a plastic sandbox; wood and metal planks, such 
as tongue depressors and rulers…the list goes on. Whether 
capturing a performance or manipulating samples in the 
computer, this is the sonic bedrock of most of my work. 
I suppose it draws on Industrial, such as Einstürzende 
Neubauten, but since almost everything is found in or 

Casio CTK-530 
MIDI keyboard. 

I bought this 
months before I 

started recording. 
MIDI sounded 

like a good thing, 
though I’d never 

heard of it.

Th e Roland XP-10 
had fi lters and 

cutoff , more like 
a real synthesizer, 

and better 
sounding presets.
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Most of us (artists) rework the same motifs throughout 
the entirety of our lives. Perhaps art is not a good tool for 
thought. Or maybe artists are just slow to get the point. 
We spend decades scribbling without understanding what 
we’re saying. Th e audience is often quick to pick up on 
it. Whereas we seem to be on auto pilot, unable to step 
far enough back to see what we’ve been doing. But then 
there comes a creative block: I would say that we’re done 
with that thought or that we’re gathering more evidence 
for the next outburst of activity. Not a problem if you’re 
only making art to satisfy personal needs. Devastating if 
it’s your livelihood. I have never made a living through 
my art, working on it only when I need to, jumping from 
one medium to another as I seem to hit a dead end in any 
one of them. I think this changing of medium is a way of 
coming at a problem from a diff erent angle, using diff erent 
forms of logic and, maybe, diff erent parts of the brain.…Or 
maybe I’m not convinced by my answers and need to run 
the test again, kind of a proto- or para-science.

In grade school most of my imagery was military, the 
usual daydream of excitement. In adolescence I fi rst 
turned to images of the female body and monsters. Th e 
former is a no-brainer (though it could have been the 
male body, if that was my inclination—the point being 
sexual awakening). Th e latter, in retrospect, is identifying 
with outcasts, pariahs, characters misunderstood and 
repellent to society (there are so many essays out there 
about monsters and repressed sexuality that I consider 
them covering only the titillating part of the story; they are 
also outcasts and, in many cases, represent the confl icts 
of personal power, not having it or being overwhelmed 
by it). For a couple years I did many drawings of cars and 
motorcycles as I tried to be normal, to fi t into my social 
environment which seemed to worship these things. And 
for most of that decade I was obsessed with rock and roll, 
doing hundreds of drawings of bands and guitars.

Up until the age of 50 almost all my imagery was 
sexual. Obviously this was a hormonal language. But 
that only scratches the surface, much as the imagery 
itself was all surface. I think the real questions involved 
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contact, intimacy, sensuality, vulnerability, how to balance 
giving and taking; as well as the interior experience, the 
swooning-altered consciousness of sex and love; and 
the political challenges as the world invades a personal 
moment, both through traditional expectations and 
fantasies as well as the new awareness of the bedroom 
raised by feminism. I very early came to the conclusion 
that images alone were not enough to process so much; 
the poems and drawings were meant to refl ect upon each 
other, eventually leading to the inclusion of writing on the 
drawings.

Skin was the obsession that covered and contained it all. 
But within all that palpable fl esh were the usual concerns 
of philosophy: god, mortality, and the nature of evil. “God” 
becomes an interesting question for an atheist. Th e word 
becomes a metaphor or shorthand for things we feel and 
experience but can’t name in some other way. I think 
we’re hardwired and doped up by evolution to experience 
something that overwhelms us but we can’t quite put a 
fi nger on: a sense of awe, a recognition of our insignifi cance 
in the bigger picture, a sense of interconnectedness 
with humanity and the universe. I rejected conventional 
morality decades ago, long before encountering Nietzsche, 
but have never gotten over the thought that something 
about us is evil. Th e nature of that evil is something that 
circulates throughout much of my work, sometimes 
coming to dominate my writing in the 1990s, perhaps as a 
response to becoming a parent.

My art is about becoming human. Or fi nding what it 
could be to be human, to dig under the traditions in search 
of something universal. Which of course brings us around 
to everything discarded.

Non-
representational 

paintings: 10 
3/4” x 8 oil on 

hardboard June 
1980; 20” x 16” oil 

on canvas board 
August 1980; 23 
5/8” x 16” oil on 

canvas; 6 ¼” x 19 
3/8” oil on canvas; 

16” x 24” oil on 
hardboard.

I feel that this 
is where my 

visual and audio 
production most 

obviously overlap, 
where thought is 

not rational.
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Failed mics.
AKG C1000S, 
didn’t have a 
sound I liked and 
was not right for 
fi eld recording.
Roland DR-20 
was purchased in 
the hope that it 
would work well 
with the VS-880 
mic simulations.

Audio-Technica 
Pro 8HEx headset 
mic, was used 
for narrating my 
dream log. Not a 
great sound.
Audio-Technica 
ES935, a pair of 
which I’ve acquired 
but have yet to try.

Some of the instruments 
for performance and/
or sampling. I’ll mention 
others as I describe each 
recording.
Left: empty 5-gallon 
water jug (the one on 
“Our Questions” was 
full); a bending tube; 
a rusty hinge; a slinky; 
a spring made of 1/4” 
wire; a wire basket; a 
fl ywheel?; an empty 
Bestine can; a Remo 
Th under Tube; a metal 
HVAC fi lter; aluminum 
electrical conduit.
Right: singing bowl; 
Magic Mic, with built-in 
spring reverb; rolled 
newspaper held together 
with spray adhesive (an 
accidental discovery 
from work); a plastic 
handle for a mask 
(perhaps from a smile-
on-a-stick); Mega Mouth 
sonic blaster; rubber 
mallets; chopsticks; two 
cans wrapped in paper 
with rocks or beans 
inside (a father’s day gift, 
maybe); a ribbed glass 
light fi xture (the one I’ve 
used is actually larger 
and fl atter, like a salad 
bowl); metal banding 
straps; Sonic Smash 
racket; bamboo wok 
brush.
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dbx 262 
compressor/

limiter

DigiTech Studio 
Quad signal 

processor

Boss VT-1 Voice 
Transformer.

Purchased spring 
of 1996, I’ve used 

it to warp my 
voice in many 

ways. 

as well as MIDI synth tracks. Th ese would be recorded 
to tape, usually two MIDI sources and an input of live 
action noisemaking (I did a lot of vocal drones and groans 
and maniacal laughter in those days). Th en I’d record my 
voice over the sync track and there was no going back, 
though the combination of live tracking and MIDI made 
it impossible to tweak anything any way. In this process 
each of the fi rst three tracks were mono submixes. Some 
eff ects were added then, while tracking (that is, recording 
wet), and more were added when I did a stereo mix of the 
completed composition.

When I went digital I had a lot more freedom to record 
each sample separately then create a stereo submix (the 
VS-880 has what they call virtual tracks: you could have 
up to eight layers of recordings but could only play back 
one of them—typically I would record six virtual tracks 
then bounce to a stereo submix). When working on tape 
I did the multiple inputs to eliminate bouncing tracks 
to create a submix, which would add tape hiss for every 
track bounced. Because digital doesn’t add that sort of 
noise (nothing audible to me, though others claim to hear 
audio degradation of another sort) I returned to bouncing 
tracks to create the submixes. Usually that would involve 
bouncing all the samples, as already mentioned (which 
also allowed more intricate panning in the stereo fi eld). 
Th is would be followed by recording a diff erent MIDI 
instrument (XP-10) to the required tracks—if I had enough 
available tracks I’d do this in stereo for each instrument, 
or at least each instrument in mono, unless I had a really 
cluttered arrangement in which case I’d have to bounce 
them down to one or two stereo submixes. Quite often 
this left enough tracks to do several vocal parts or a guitar 
performance or, rarely, some real world pounding and 
banging.

It was too easy to become obsessed with clean sound 
and the control of MIDI. I think my recordings from that 
era became rigid and lack feeling.

Zoom H-1 
portable recorder 

with built -in 
stereo mics. My 
fi rst viable fi eld 

recorder.
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Even though I’d been exploring recording with a 
consumer cassette deck and a cheap Radio Shack 
microphone in 1990 or earlier, reading my poetry, the 
results were so disappointing and frustrating that I don’t 
consider myself a recording artist until I bought a Fostex 
4-track portable studio. So…

At the very beginning, in March 1996, I had a cheap 
Casio keyboard, a 4-track cassette recorder, and a 
borrowed dynamic kick drum/bass mic (an Audio-Technica 
Pro 25) which I later bought. None of the recordings 
presented here are still in those earliest drafts, though 
the fi rst drafts of “Th e Naming”, “Evil 2”, and “Longing for 
the Unknown” were recorded then, as live performance 
multi-track (right from the very beginning I was bouncing 
tracks to make my arrangements as cluttered as possible). 
A week or two later I’d added a Roland phrase sampler for 
fi eld recording and a Roland sequencer to structure my 
pieces, keep things in time, and to make them repeatable. 
Th at is, I’d entered the world of MIDI. Many of my very 
fi rst recordings were soon recreated on 4-track with these 
tools, or later on digital 8-track, until I took a leave from 
recording and resurfaced with a computer in 2002.

Th e process was exciting but frustrating as I quickly 
learned the sonic or mechanical limits of each tool. If 
you’ve done any recording yourself you might know how 
this frustration leads to addictive purchases and debt as 
you keep going for something better, always in search of 
that magical piece of gear. Eventually, it is hoped, you fi nd 
just a few useful tools and begin freeing yourself from 
clutter and chronic dissatisfaction: depending on the scale 
of your work, just a few good mics and pre-amps, a reliable 
recording system, whatever instruments are necessary and 
some useful eff ects. Take into account that word: useful. 
Your tools should be useful rather than distracting. Lacking 
money and credit you might learn to optimize the few 
tools you have and, eventually, come to see gear lust for 
what it is without getting caught up in it yourself.

Later that spring I bought an outboard compressor/
limiter (never fi gured out how to use it) and a multi-eff ects 
signal processor (Digitech Studio Quad) so that I could 

My earliest 
recording devices, 

both digital and 
analog.

Fostex XR-5 
cassette 4-track 

recorder.
Roland MC-50 Mk 
II MIDI sequencer.

Roland MS-1 
phrase sampler.
Roland VS-880 

V-Expanded 
8-track recorder.
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drown everything in reverb.
Th e following winter I bought a Roland XP-10 keyboard 

for better instrument sounds and, especially, some bits 
of synthesizer sound and technology. It was a huge 
improvement but still not satisfying. Th e 1990s do not 
come to mind as a great era for digital instruments, 
hardware or software, and analog synths had not really 
made their trendy comeback except among elitists. In fact, 
it seems most of the analog synths available were broken, 
new ones not being on the market.

July 1997 I went deeply into debt to go digital with a 
Roland VS-880 digital 8-track recorder, with an eff ects 
card. Overtly, this was to support tempo changes, as on 
“Our Questions”. It also gave me a lot more control of 
my arrangements and mixes, minimizing my need to 
create submixes on each available recording track. Th ere’s 
something about that recorder that is like a fetish. It was 
so solid and beautiful I wanted to use it just to touch it. 
Yet it was a pain in the ass, especially when it came to 
retrieving backups from DAT. So many of the controls were 
in sub-menus, the screen was miniscule, and the backups 
seldom reloaded. I lost interest. (Buying the aff ordable but 
incorrect DAT recorder was a common problem in those 
days. We found out long after the purchase that the anti-
copy software loaded in the DAT recorder would prevent 
us from doing the one thing we wanted the DAT for: 
infi nite re-workings of our compositions that would not 
degrade and build up tape hiss.)

In that period I also bought a Fender Stratocaster 
because I could then make use of the amp simulations on 
the VS-880. Prior to that I could not justify buying a guitar. 
I had no way to make it sound larger than life without also 
buying a real amp (not good in a multi-family house with 
young children in both households). It did not matter that 
I couldn’t play a guitar. It wasn’t for strumming and solos in 
any rock and roll sense of guitar playing.

And I fi nally bought a decent mic, a Røde NT-1 
condenser, which I’ve used on almost all recordings since.

My working method usually involved creating a MIDI 
recording that triggered my samples on the Roland MS-1 

Audio-Technica 
Pro 25 dynamic.
Røde NT-1 
condenser mic.
Heil Sound PR-40 
dynamic mic.
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 5  5:02 (Draft 1, February 10, 1997; draft 1.1, January 
4, 2005)

Original analog recording from 1997. Parts of this poem 
were scrawled across my ceiling in the early 1980s. While 
working on the fi rst audio draft it was expanded to roughly 
double the original length.

Th e samples listed include: a wooden whistle, like a very 
small recorder, distorted; the side of my desk; the plastic 
wrapper of a roll of duct tape struck with a butter knife; 
clacking plastic spoons; a comb; slinkies; a mailing tube and 
rolled newspaper; a cassette case; a squeezed Bestine can, 
distorted.

Th e air is thick with aspirations dying,
their corpses piling like the charnel heap
of midges dusting the base of my lamp.
Sullen and molten, metamorphic in decay,
I don’t wish for winter,
the sere chap of snow,
vistas white on white on white
until your eyes turn skullward for the late-night horror show.
Nor do I plead for the sublime soothing coolness
of dry grass, fragrant dry grass and fallen leaves
vaulting and twisting over it, wind
the decisive force of nature moving everything,
thought and fact and vacant desiderata,
to the next resting place.
I only wish for peace.
Th at long lasting silence—peace.
No more crickets. Not another frog.
An end to foul-mouthed invisible birds.
Never again heat compressing my ears
like the slow burn of a jet.

(Did Vincent die like this, in a swelter?
When he whacked off  his ear had the cicadas begun their 
song?)

Breathing is diffi  cult.
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CVII-107 8”× 6”. Circa 1993-94. Graphite, acrylic, and rubber 
stamps on gray Rieves BFK.

roll along mid-ocean, minute ripples on the deeper swell 
barely discernible. It was a rhythm of euphoria closing in, 
swaying, pulling me in. Drifting and swaying into the depths, 
pulling me in.
I called it Laughing Water.
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CXIII-113 Circa November 24, 1995. 8”× 6” Graphite, acrylic, and 
rubber stamps on gray Rieves BFK.
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LXXV-75 Circa 1987-1988. 8”× 6” Graphite, acrylic, and shredded 
drafter’s vellum on gessoed hardboard.
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furniture; you, me…everything lost its edge and substance, 
its mass and identity. Just the swirling blue, luminous 
phthalocyanine, translucent, infi nite. Just the featureless blue, 
opaque.

Yet there was a radiance, crimson and scarlet burning 
through the azure, a furnace, the sliver of space between our 
grinding abdomens, a slice of fl ame blasting out.

And fl ickers of mundane white light. Our genitals, their 
ordinary pumping and twisting retaining common 
illumination. And each hand, brushing the other’s fl ank, 
bringing a glimmer in its wake, like a refl ection on water, of 
pale, familiar fl esh, quickly fading back into the unbounded 
blue…the unbounded me, the unbounded you.

Our bodies disappeared into a cool mist except for the plane 
of friction made by our bellies. Th ey rubbed ever so softly 
with a vermilion radiance blazing out where they curved 
away from each other. Only our genitals, our rhythmic 
genitals, responded to ordinary light—glowing but absolutely 
solid fl esh. And our hands making strokes of reality along 
each other’s back.
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 2  3:29 (Draft 1, March 22, 1996; draft 5, February 
21, 2011)

Th e concept of evil and it’s presentation kept changing 
rapidly in the spring of 1996 and remains a recurrent 
theme (or obsession). Th e initial poem was written circa 
1992-93.

“Evil 1” with its drone of singing bowls and mortar and 
pestle was a composition I’d had in mind since the summer 
of 1995 and was one of my fi rst compositions. (“Evil 3”, 
refer to the blog Prattle and Din, was a mockery of my 
earnestness of the fi rst two incarnations.) “Evil 2” is the 
most thorough exploration of the subject.

“Evil 2” is in the church. First, we have the organ, 
followed by a congregation repeating the liturgy, which is 
the original poem (“Evil 1”). Th en we have a sermon from 
the pulpit overlaying the drone of the mass and masses. 
Beyond all that are the whispers, the insidious voices 
distracting us and claiming our humanity.

Th e fi rst two drafts were analog followed by two more 
on 8-track. Draft 5 has some of those parts imported into 
the computer. But then it has a new organ part (mostly 
improv and my fi rst time playing to a click track) and 
a new vocal (the sermon only—the congregation and 
whispers are from an earlier version, and doubled).

(Sermon, spoken, panned center)
It began so long ago. Something was planted in you. But not 
just you. We’ve all been fertile ground. It was such a little 
thing that it’s forgotten. It no longer seems to exist. Yet it’s 
there. And very much alive.
Like many living things, it is enigmatic. Alone, it is weak and 
timid. It will do anything to avoid detection and annihilation. 
It will shift its position, change its appearance and name, 
sing another song, turn itself inside out to deceive our senses. 
Once disguised, it will root out its competitors. It will name 
them the weakness. It will name them the abomination. It 
will name them.
I have found an antidote to evil, to one’s own evil: impurity. 
Acceptance of imperfection. Tolerance. Compassion. 
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Impurity.
If we acknowledge this cure, if we draw together to become 
Th e Impurity League, if we swear oaths of imperfection 
and tolerance will we be any diff erent? Will we be free of 
righteousness? Will we accept ourselves and each other? Will 
we be fi lled with compassion? Or will we have an impurity 
crusade.

(Insinuating whispers)
freedom…god…oblivion…fame…censorship…community…
reproductive control…spontaneity…rebellion…brotherhood…
empire…peace…liberty…the black race…harmony…the 
children…the homeland…capitalism…equality…hope…
human rights…the state…acclaim…the white race…beauty…
christ…popularity…mother…time…liberation…family…
destiny…truth…allah…memory…science…brilliance…the 
spirit…supremacy…sisterhood…competition…wealth…
expression…jehovah…primacy…the nation…integrity…
sobriety…humanity…communism…creation…father…food…
buddha…health…happiness…knowledge…the people…
the leader…art…submission…the ancestors…humility…
posterity…compromise…free will…succession…compassion…
heaven…power…life

(Original poem, “Evil 1”, now the congregation)
Evil is a person,
or a people,
reduced to a black hole:
the balance and dynamic
of a star,
the symmetry
of a solar system,
the gift
of its radiance
collapsed
into an uncontrollable
greed.

Evil is a fragment,
one little piece of a person,

3333

 4  12:44 (Draft 1, May 22, 1996; draft 14.4, 
March 21, 2010)

Usually my audio compositions stay pretty true to the 
original idea and it’s only the details that change a little as 
I get better instruments. “Blue Bodies” is an exception. Th e 
fi rst drafts were a clunky attempt to make an arpeggiated 
Tangerine Dream-like sound (see Prattle and Din for my 
notes on a track called “Hut Rede”). Th en it became longer 
as I added the “rational voice” and more instrumentation, 
such as a ridiculously fast MIDI guitar solo. Once I had it 
in the computer it went through a radical transformation: 
the kick drum weaving in the stereo fi eld, which is a rubber 
mallet on a padded stool, the vocal sections, and the 
marimba are all that remain of earlier versions. A bubbling 
synth loop replaces the clunky arpeggiation.

Th e poem itself is an attempt to describe an actual 
experience (experience circa 1985, poem circa 1993). I 
also did a drawing to capture the sensation (a very rare 
instance, in either medium, in which I attempt illustration).

Sometimes the monitor of our senses, and their logical, 
mundane meanings, breaks down. Th ings are felt and seen 
that shouldn’t be there. Th e laws of perception are lost or 
violated or somehow overcome and we see what we call 
another world, another dimension, heaven or hell, the realm 
of gods or fairies or ancients, some sacred time or alien 
world. Th e vision is real. Th e name is the lie.

Our bodies disappeared into a cool mist except for the plane 
of friction made by our bellies. Th ey rubbed ever so softly 
with a vermilion radiance blazing out where they curved 
away from each other. Only our genitals, our rhythmic 
genitals, responded to ordinary light—glowing but absolutely 
solid fl esh. And our hands making strokes of reality along 
each other’s back.

For an instant, we were neither one nor two, nor any 
number. Boundaries vanished. Th e room, the walls, the 
bed; piles of clothes and heaps of books; windows, doors, 
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and stringing time into a long necklace
of ritual wishes, mantras of wanting and needing
someone’s voice, touch, and embrace.

My thinking, my brooding is a sickness,
a static cycle of fear and hope churning together,
a bland tragic fl aw that creates a thickness
of mind: to all longing I hear “never”, forever.

XXVIII-28 March 29, 1984. 8”× 6” Graphite, chalk, and india ink on 
gray Rieves BFK; acrylic colors added later.
A common male misconception of Emily Dickinson as frail and 
unable to live a full life is presented in the text.
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or a people,
that grows
beyond recognition of its source,
that grows
to dominate the while,
that grows
until it is the person,
or people.

Evil is self interest,
consuming, conquering,
with no concept of any other self,
no sympathy, no compassion,
no friendship.

Evil is the judgment
in the name of the father,
in the name of the mother,
the children, the ancestors,
in the name of society
and propriety,
in all the names
that mask the inner truth,
in all the names
that hide bigotry,
avarice and voracity,
the rejection or punishment
in honor’s name
that’s really in my name.
Or your name.

Evil consumes.
It does not give
or take
or ask any questions.
It mutters not truth
that can give peace—
only words
that ripen fear,
putrefying doubts,
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turning diff erence
into not wine
but a fl avorless poison
masked by a heady aroma.

Evil cannot be entered
except
the way a mouth is entered,
a stomach is entered,
an intestine is entered.

CV-105 According to a diary entry, done before February 20, 1992. 
8”× 6” Graphite, acrylic, chalk, and rubber stamps on tan Rieves 
BFK.
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 3  6:17 (Draft 1, March 23, 
1996; draft 4, July 9, 1999)

Th e very fi rst draft of “Longing for the Unknown” got 
slower and slower as it went on because I was beating 
on my knee with a rolled up newspaper and succumbed 
to fatigue. Afterward I sampled my rather inconsistent 
beat and looped it. Th e second and subsequent drafts, all 
recorded to digital 8-track, remained true to the fi rst draft: 
clanging and banging of metal rulers and parking lot signs; 
rattling aluminum foil; plastic toy trumpet (processed with 
guitar amp simulation on later versions). Only the moaning 
voices were toned down or removed.

Th e poem itself is from the early 1980s and is sort of in 
a traditional form (ballade?). It was largely rewritten in the 
early 1990s.

Fallen. Wasted. Neck and thighs
feel the pulse behind imprisoning bone.
Helpless. Too tired or too lazy to rise.
Th en standing, frightened to be alone.
Utter darkness. A night of solid skies
closing all lunar mysteries from this room.
A barrow, unreceptive to unspoken replies.
Th is cell of paper and dust, my verbal tomb.

A memory. What of her personality?
Only hips. Th at great pelvis of excitement.
Hips that feed wishes for tranquility.
Hips like a universe. In their movement
my blood climbs with mystic certainty,
believing the alpha and omega of passion
to be the core of their round luminosity,
their sway, their elliptical attraction.

My bulk of self-pity is overweening.
I don’t know her. Not her. Not anyone.
My desire is salted and packed, each keening
of hope hidden from the wind and sun.
Yet it weeps through, a trickle bleeding
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Too much time wasted exploring the overwhelming 
possibilities of this software bundle.)

It took me several years to get comfortable with these 
tools. In fact, I still don’t do much with them except 
produce screams and drones with the presets. For me 
the essential part of Komplete is Guitar Rig, for signal 
processing. I use it, perhaps too often, on just about 
everything. (For others the essential piece might be 
Kontakt, a sample player that is primarily for the playback 
of conventional instruments such as orchestral samples 
and pianos. It’s also an industry standard for third party 
instrument designers, some of whom are very creative.)

From other software designers I’ve added a virtual 
Mellotron, which fi lls me with such longing but is 
something I’ve barely touched because I don’t create 
music associated with that 1970s sound. Iris, by iZotope, 
is an interesting tool for creating your own instruments 
(as is NI’s Absynth): again, this is something I’ve hardly 
explored because I have so little time to play around. And 
yet another collection of instruments, purchased toward 
the end of 2015, that fi ll me with such nostalgic longing, 
is the virtual collection from Arturia, a software heaven 
of vintage synths. If I could program any of these virtual 
instruments I’d be a happier person. Or at least I imagine 
that I would be.

Th e only instance, so far, of using these software 
instruments in a musical composition is on “Sunday 
Morning” (on a previous collection, 15 Years of Prattle and 
Din), an instrumental, where I tracked three improv synth 
parts.

(Over the years I have had several other breaks from 
recording, which has become my primary medium—I 
think in 2004, 2008, and 2013—due to dying computers 
and horrible updates to new operating systems. Besides 
that, I’ve had other bouts of archiving and summing up, 
creating books and collections (such as this one), creating 
websites and blogs (including nine months of 2015 writing 
the memoir of Prattle and Din). Th roughout September 
2012 I remixed and mastered almost all my compositions 
to make the vocal clearer and, generally, to improve the 
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Th e air is a hot pool from Dante
and the damned scream as they grasp at Charon’s boat…
Mosquitoes swim to me
as if in a viscous matrix of their own design.
Th ey almost fl oat, followed by a wake
that rolls across the room,
breaking against my books,
sending bleak shimmering refl ections
of a bare incandescent bulb.
Breathing is diffi  cult.
Th e air drips down the walls,
pours down my body into a hot pool.
Breathing is diffi  cult.
Th e voices of night, the desperate multitude,
the shrill stream of every hunger.
Th at long lasting silence—peace.
Breathing is diffi  cult.
Th ere is no peace.

 6 ’ 10:52 
(Draft 1, May 23, 1997; draft 3,  February 20, 2011)

Th is composition is an attempt to mimic Hawkwind, but 
with programmed found sounds rather than a drummer 
or two. Th e sample set is called “gutter” which seems 
appropriate for something about sex, right. Wrong. Th e 
sampling began out in the yard with a drainpipe coming 
off  our roof gutter. Also in this set: 4” concrete blocks; 
the “cymbal” crashes are from a sheet metal squirrel 
guard on an old bird feeder; a wire basket; the mesh 
grating that covers our hot water radiators; the radiator 
itself; a Japanese globe lampshade; a more conventional 
lampshade; and a pre-war (WWI) banister taken from an 
old house.

Th e time signature is 15/8. Th ere was probably a reason 
for that.

I think the rant was written as I worked on the sounds, 
though it might be an elaboration of something begun a 
couple years earlier.

It was originally recorded to 4-track cassette, one of 
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my last compositions before going digital. I recreated it 
on the computer in ACID Pro reusing the original MIDI 
tracks, rather than the audio, and creating a drum kit of 
the samples in Battery. While sticking to the original MIDI 
tracks for the synths I used software instruments from 
Native Instruments.

Sex is something you’ll never forget

Sex is the explosion that can kill and maim, the 
uncontrollable blast slamming us into each other. Broken 
off  from the fullness of human experience, a disgusting little 
fragment of biological shrapnel invisible until it strikes out in 
a terrorist assault shredding the social façade.

Sex is little more than animal panting and thumping, a 
genetic residue grunting toward a tiny moment of release. 
At its worst, sex is the random destruction of nihilism 
unredeemed by any form of creation. It’s an act of violence 
that begins and ends in self desecration.

Sex is an instant of oblivion, a cheap respite from thought 
and feeling, all considerations of personality and history 
disposed of, a fl eeting reprieve from the inner eye of 
judgment.

Sex is something you’ll never forget

Sex is the embarrassment of science, a titillation 
misunderstood by researchers and theorists, both stimulant 
to and distraction from their penetrating work. Human 
sexuality is not for reproduction. Sex is for communication, 
a social bridge between contemporaries—only incidentally 
bridging generations. Perhaps like insects—though I’ve never 
experienced arthropod coitus, and we can only guess at their 
motives—an insane few humans copulate for the express 
purpose of reproduction. Why does this mythological legacy 
exert such paradigmatic force that even scientists still speak 
of reproduction and sex in the same breath.
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painfully limited, the option of editing being its main 
draw. Most of the more aff ordable programs, such as 
Logic, Cakewalk, and Mark of the Unicorn, were for MIDI 
composition and editing, in which you would construct a 
piece in the computer, usually by recording a performance 
on a MIDI controller (keyboard, drum pad, MIDI guitar, 
wind controller) and then use the DAW for controlling 
external sound modules thus recording the sounds to an 
external recording system such as ADAT (I did not fi nd 
this remotely appealing, in part because I had no interest 
in using computers and in part because I did not want 
anything conventionally musical—and it was still too 
expensive). Th en toward the end of the decade came ACID 
to facilitate the kind of work that DJs and producers had 
been doing with the Akai MPC, that is, looping musical 
fragments to build songs. ACID seemed the easiest to learn 
and use and the most applicable to what I was doing.

When I fi rst started using ACID it was still a very limited 
program. It could be used for live tracking and I should 
have been doing that rather than recording my voice to the 
VS-880 but I was not comfortable with the process (not 
sure it worked all that well, either). When I began to bypass 
the VS-880 I then recorded my vocal in Sound Forge, 
a program I’d been working on for several years when 
digitizing some of my vinyl collection.

Th e DAW environment quickly developed in the fi rst 
decade of the century to blend all three types of musical 
construction, making them almost interchangeable. 
Around 2005 ACID had added MIDI. By then software 
instruments were getting pretty good but not yet all that 
aff ordable. Th e fi rst I had were free limited versions from 
Native Instruments that came with ACID updates. Shortly 
after that I bought NI’s Reaktor Session because Reaktor 
itself was expensive and very, very intimidating. In August 
2006 NI’s Komplete 3 went on sale for about $700 (half 
the usual price) in preparation for the release of Komplete 
4, so I got Reaktor anyway. (Now days Komplete costs 
something like $500-$600 dollars with about ten times the 
instruments and eff ects. Plus there’s a deluxe version that 
goes for about $1000. Both of which tend toward overkill. 

In the early days 
of computer 
audio Apple had 
the advantage 
and fi rewire 
was faster than 
USB. My fi rst 
interface was a 
Focusrite Saffi  re. 
It would cause 
my PC to crash. 
Next was an 
M-Audio Firewire 
Solo. After that 
I was done with 
fi rewire; USB 
had caught 
up. I bought 
an M-Audio 
FastTrack Pro, 
which was almost 
immediately 
obsolete. Now I 
have an M-Audio 
M-Track Plus.
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Th e second disc very conveniently picks up where I 
resume audio work, after I’d left off  in 1999 (a hiatus of 
several years as I learned to use a computer, originally 
purchased because my word processor had died, and 
began digitizing and archiving all my art, in all media). As 
of spring 2002 I had begun working in the box with ACID 
Pro and Sound Forge, though not really doing much with 
it until 2003. (When I fi rst started to test out ACID Pro I 
had been unemployed since October 2001. In July 2002 I 
got a new job in a new fi eld—going from screen printer 
and production manager at a design studio to installing 
offi  ce furniture—and would fi nd myself deeply exhausted 
for the next six months or more as my body adapted to 
a physically demanding job. It was then, as I sometimes 
managed to stay awake, that I again picked up my 
explorations with computer composition.)

Initially, the majority of these recordings were composed 
of pre-recorded commercial loops (almost all from the 
ACID loops library) with just my voice added in. I never 
became comfortable with the commercial loops because 
they always seemed too clean and musical (it mattered 
not that some people consider it cheating, like paint-
by-number, though it more closely resembles a coloring 
book; I saw it as something like hiring a session musician 
to do things I couldn’t do with instruments I didn’t have). 
But even then I was making loops of my own recordings 
of ordinary sounds. I quickly caught on to the fun part of 
mangling sounds, usually by stretching and pitch shifting 
in Sound Forge. Grasping the details of acidizing the fi les so 
they’d loop (setting tempo and beat so ACID would know 
how to fi t the sample on the time line) took several years. 
Even now I’m not that adept. It would help if I thought in 
terms of beats and measures. I have absolutely no idea how 
to take a rhythm I’m beating and estimate the beats per 
minute (BPM) that the DAW wants me to dial in.

In the early days of computer recording each DAW had 
its niche, whether MIDI, live tracking, or looping (also 
dedicated editors, such as Sound Forge). In the 1990s Pro 
Tools was the leading program for live tracking and was 
both very expensive—prohibitively so for amateurs—and 

Several screen 
shots of ACID 

Pro, Sound Forge, 
Sonar, and Ozone.

From 2002-2014 
I’ve done audio 
construction in 

ACID, switching 
to Sonar. I still use 
Sound Forge as an 
editor. Ozone is a 
mastering eff ects 

suite.

3939

LXXVIIIa-b 
78a-78b 
8”× 6” 
(Total size: 
16”× 6”.) 
Graphite, 
india ink, 
acrylic, 
chalk, and 
shredded, 
crumpled 
drafter’s 
vellum 
on cream 
Rieves BFK.
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Sexual dimorphism is not sexual dichotomy. Such prejudice 
restricts our ability to communicate. Th e insistence on moral 
and reproductive dichotomy, the eternal truth of male 
and female, the obsession with polarizing the universe is 
pervasive censorship internalized and applied to our own 
behavior. It is mental slavery. It is denial of our complexity. 
Religion and philosophy are little thoughts compared to 
the greatness of the real world. We conform to very small 
thoughts.

Sex is something you’ll never forget

Sex is the gruesome periodical in religious publication, the 
steamy tabloid slipped into the utilitarian grocery bag. 
Let’s cheapen it let’s cheapen it let’s cheapen it. Let’s take 
grandeur and reduce it to sin. Th en cheapen the enigmatic 
powerhouse of sin into a dirty little habit, a source of gossip 
and moral superiority. Th en we can have a trite sermon on 
Sunday to pretend we’re at peace with God. Let’s deal with it 
the way we deal with all things, let’s make it seem  necessary 
but insignifi cant so we’ll cease to see the power to create or 
destroy.

Sex is the fi nancial bonanza of the century. We’ve had the 
sexual revolution! Yes, we’ve had a revolution, the sexual 
revolution in marketing. Sex for sale! Sex for sale! Give 
us a dollar! Sex for sale! As long as it’s not real, as long 
as it’s ultimately cerebral—if only we could restrict the 
masturbation—sex for sale! If it’s indirect, easy to package, 
electronically feasible, locally zoneable— sell it. Sex for sale!

Sex is something you’ll never forget

Sex is a deep root running up the center of your being. Th e 
tendrils spread and twist their way until they reach every 
cell in symbiotic collusion. Your brain is a sexual organ. Your 
skin is a sexual organ. Your muscles and bones, your sense 
of space and place and embrace make a sexual organ. Th ere 
should be no part of you free of complicity.

4545

Avenue, my heart and lungs already working hard, the sweat 
fl owing. I felt awful, apprehensive, maybe sick.

Th en I saw it. Th e vertebræ had been fl exed to tilt my head 
back, pulling my eyes up from the keen monotony of cement, 
I looked up the hill and saw it. Grotesque, whirling and 
glowing, covered with fl owing patterns like a remnant of the 
’60s. Th ough I had never seen it before, I knew it was death. 
A giant, dancing psychedelic baby of death. And it was there 
for me. Swirling, spinning, bobbing, a fl urry of color and 
motion throbbing down the hill.

My legs gave out. Th eir shaking dropped me to the 
pavement. I tried to crawl. With all my strength I tried to 
crawl back down the hill, to pull and release, to propel 
my quaking body down so that I could crash through that 
lovely storefront like a car without breaks, just to return to 
that haven of junk. My fi ngers dug in. Th ey found their way 
through cracks in the concrete, they dug in. Yet, like the cars 
parked beside me, I went nowhere. Shaking and clawing. 
Th at’s the end of me, shaking and clawing, trying to crawl 
away from that baby.
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 8  10:08 (Draft 1, July 
7, 1998; draft 2, August 20, 1999)

Th e narrative of a dream from early 1980, when I was 
living in a house that had no heat (it didn’t go above 0º F 
for about six weeks and was generally around -20º F most 
days and nights). My dreams were quite vivid.

Th e rhythmic sound is air coming out of a nebulizer’s 
air tube. A couple of guitar parts. And voice, forward and 
backward. Oh, yes, and a ton of reverb.

Duluth had a shop, at the bottom of the hill, where 
you could feel in touch with the rest of the world. Th ey 
had everything parents disapproved of: seditious rock, 
psychedelic and political posters, underground magazines 
and comic books, pornography, science fi ction, drug 
paraphernalia, and employees who rebelled against the 
establishment. It was our little slice of San Francisco or New 
York.

Th e building was old and marked for death. (An ancient 
wooden walk arched over Michigan Street, leading you away 
from the storefronts of Superior Street into the mysteries 
of warehouses and abandoned factories, the scraps of  
Nineteenth Century prosperity.) It was both the center 
of town and the end of town. Once you passed the glass 
threshold there was a large showroom fi lled with row after 
row of books. To the back was a loft where the records were, 
both new and used, and, below, the glass cases fi lled with 
jewelry, pipes and bongs.

My business was upstairs. Almost immediately after I began 
fl ipping through the LPs my mood shifted. I had to fi nd a 
certain album by Black Sabbath that very few people knew 
about. It was there. It had to be there. And I had to fi nd it 
fast, the anxiety building with every fl ip of a record.

Why was I no longer in the store? I don’t remember leaving. 
I don’t remember fi nding what I wanted. What was going 
on? My feet and legs were making the slow trudge up Lake 

4141

Sex is real. Sex is so goddamned real that it has us tearing 
up the world to get away from that reality. When are we 
going to stop compartmentalizing our lives? When are we 
going to follow one of our major social roots, recognize and 
feel our way through our own bodies, acknowledge that our 
emotions are imbued with sex, accept that our thoughts are 
not really on business and never have been? When are we 
going to love the fact that nothing about ourselves is pure? 
When are we going to relax enough to touch one another?  
When are we going to stop believing the lies of every 

LXXVI-76 8”× 6”. Circa 1987-88. Graphite, india ink, and acrylic 
(rubbed off  with sandpaper in spots) on gray Rieves BFK.
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 7 13:11 (Draft 1, June 23, 1997; draft 5, 
July 6, 1999)

Th ere are only two sample sources in “Our Questions”, 
four samples each, all found on our front porch: a 5-gallon 
water jug and sidewalk chalk. Th e earliest drafts have 
cheesier instrumental parts on the Roland XP-10. I kept 
what I had in the quiet passages. Th en I bought a Fender 
Stratocaster, rerecorded the keyboards and added guitar. 
Th e drumming in the faster parts is programmed but 
everything else is a captured performance.

I think the text was written as I worked on the “music”.

institution ever known? When are we going to break the faith 
of our ancestors? When are we going to create an new world 
order, a truly new world order?

Sex without sensuality is violence, pounding, bodies 
pounding on each other.  Sex and sensuality without love is 
delightful, beautiful, delicious but ungratifying, like a great 
meal with the wrong ambiance. I hope never to condemn 
casual encounters—the merely pleasant—but I want to 
say there’s so much more. Love and trust will open your 
senses beyond anything opened by technique and scenario 
and accoutrements. Th e things you really need cannot be 
sold or packaged—it’s so much more than trivial fantasy. 
What you open with love and trust is self-acceptance. You 
become tolerant of human imperfection and you begin to 
let another person in. You begin to feel you deserve what 
someone else has to give. What you give is no longer a 
means of staying in control, it’s no longer about power. Th is 
is where the connections begin. Th is is about losing yourself 
and gaining yourself. Th is is about subtlety and intimacy. 
Th is is something no one can sell you or teach you. Th is is 
something you’ll fi nd with another person. Th is is something 
you’ll never forget.

Sex is something you’ll never forget

4343

Our questions will never be answered.
We are given statements to end all questions.
We are given statements.
Our questions will never be answered.
Accept the statements.
Comply to the statements.
Profess the statements.
Our questions will never be answered.
We are given statements to end all questions.
Our questions will never be answered.
Our questions will never be answered.
We are given statements to end all questions.
We are given statements.
Compile these statements, write them down.
Th ese statements are prescriptions.
Th ese statements are terms.
Th ese statements must be accepted.
Our questions will never be answered.
We are given statements, write them down.
We do not fi nd peace.
We do not fi nd salvation.
We do not fi nd answers.
We are given statements to end all questions.
We are given statements, write them down.
Make a list, write them down.
Th is is the list.
Th is is the wish list of statements.
Th is is the wish list to end all questions.
We are given statements to end all questions.
Profess the statements.
Comply to the statements.
Accept the statements.
Our questions will never be answered.
We are given statements to end all questions.
Our questions will never be answered.
We are given statements
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 4  3:04 (Draft 1, March 13, 2005: 
draft 1.4, February 13, 2011)

One of my fi rst experiments with virtual synthesizers: 
Native Instruments’ FM8 (or maybe FM7) and Pro-53. Plus 
a few rhythm loops and a recording of my older child as a 
toddler. Also one of my fi rst instrumentals.

hidden just out of thought, lingering
like nothing but a vague discomfort.

When I die there will be nothing
fantastic clinging to my waist
or draining me of precious fl uids,
limbs implacable and crab-like,
because I have failed to fi nd her.
No mythic beast will have me.
She will not come to defi le me,
nor will I have been infected
by her insatiable sensual awareness
so completely of this earth
that in degradation I would dissolve
into the rivers, lakes and oceans
where I would sink to the bottom
while held in her gracious arms,
to fi nally penetrate the bed rock
where I would stay until earth is gone—
then we would be released, together,
both nothing more than frigid dust
obliterated and frozen in space,
where we would end as a planet ends.
Instead, I’ll leave a vague discomfort
in those I’ve touched, confusing them
before I drift out of the grip of earth,
separating from life before I’ve died.

4949

presence of each recording. Oh, yeah, and family life. And 
exhaustion. Th ere have also been a few times when I’ve 
given in to my desire to read, something I do when I want 
to live life to its fullest.)

In the spring of 2011, when I was spreading around a 
few copies of 15 Years of Prattle and Din, a friend pointed 
me toward SoundCloud. For a little over a year I had 
the excitement of engaging with a small audience (the 
fi rst time any of my art had been before the public since 
participating in a group exhibit of drawing in early 1985 
at the Duluth Art Institute). It became a very productive 
period, second only to my fi rst year of recording (there’s 
a link on the blog Prattle and Din called “A Chronology of 
Drafts/Table of Contents” that will give you an exhaustive 
list of what I’ve been working on over the years). My 
experience with people who are not as fl uent in English, 
or generally just want to hear what I’m saying, goaded me 
to get past my fondness for a rock mix, where the vocal is 
mixed lower as just one of the instruments, to go for more 
of a pop mix (September 2012), where the vocal sits above 
all the other sounds. (SoundCloud has revamped the 
user experience so that it’s no longer conducive for artists 
engaging with one another. In the past few years I’ve come 
to ignore the site.)

Just before connecting to SoundCloud I had been 
getting to a comfortable working environment on the 

I’ve had two MIDI 
controllers from 
the M-Audio 
Oxygen series: an 
Oxygen 8 25-key 
and an Oxygen 
61. Both do their 
job but were 
designed in an era 
when instrument 
mapping was 
just developing 
and are therefore 
frustrating to use.
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computer, an equilibrium easily disrupted by a change in 
software, hardware, or operating system. I had a DAW I 
was comfortable with (in 2014 I switched from ACID Pro 
to Sonar X3 (now on the unnumbered update system), 
still on the learning curve). I had a good signal chain for 
recording my voice: a Røde NT-1 condenser mic (in 2015 
I fi nally bought the Heil Sound PR-40 dynamic mic that 
I’d been contemplating for something like seven years, it 
sounds better for my voice than the Røde); a PreSonus Blue 
Tube pre-amp; a versatile interface that will also take MIDI, 
S/PDIF digital, and electric instruments, probably M-audio. 
It was around that time that I switched from a 25-key 
M-Audio MIDI controller to a 61-key M-Audio Oxygen. I 
had and have a great selection of software instruments and 
eff ects. To top it off , I have iZotope’s Ozone for mastering (I 
now tend to use it in the master buss rather than making it 
a secondary process).

One of the most 
important tools 
for recording is 
a pre-amp, yet 

I didn’t get one 
until I started 

working on the 
computer. First 

was a Bellari 
MP 105. Now I 
use a Presonus 

BlueTube which 
has a more subtle 

tube distortion.
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CXXXI-131 8”× 6”. Circa 1999-2000. Graphite, india ink, acrylic, 
and rubber stamps on gray Rieves BFK.

and look for ways to make life
something more than a waiting game
between the vacancies of birth and death.
But this is ordinary. We hand off 
this and other burdens to our children,
we make them search the night
when we’ve grown too tired to care,
we gift wrap our emptiness
to make it seem like something new.
Some day they’ll learn the trick
and pass it off  to their own babies
like a malignant genetic fl aw
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the host of their whimpering souls,
crying for her to squeeze them dry…
great animal of legend and fable,
she-beast of torment and desire,
temptress of fathers and saints,
holy daughter from earth’s beginning,
sacred night light pulling us down
as you tug on our eager cocks,
down to the base of existence,
down to the lowest levels of ourselves—
O divine, mythological slut,
we undress for your arrival.

I have never seen one.

To call out a magical creature
like a unicorn, sphinx or slut,
I think you must sit very still
until covered with moss and lichens,
have worm tunnels grazing your butt
and trees sprouting from your crotch.
And like someone beaten every day,
who has learned to ask for nothing,
you must be totally pure of heart.
Th ey neither come to placid men
nor those expecting miracles.
My hunger for her savage power
is too obvious, she smells me
in the distance and turns away,
herself searching for something we
will never know or even imagine.
I can wait, but not a lifetime.
I grow restless and lose faith.
Instead of some fabulous beast
of sinful anguish and satiation,
I fi nd, at best, a mortal woman
willing to be my friend and lover.
We hold hands and make plans,
we kiss and talk, fuck and eat—
the usual things people do—
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A very old photo of my room/studio, before 
I packed up the 4-track and 8-track (also 
before a return to MIDI). And a more recent 
photo of my desk.
Komplete 3 had three instruments NI has 
not satisfactorily replaced.  Spektral Delay 
worked well on Windows Vista but not on 
8 or 10.
Left column, Native Instruments: Absynth, 
Battery, FM8, Guitar Rig, Kontakt, Kore 
(discontinued), Massive, B4 (discontinued), 
Pro-53 (discontinued), Reaktor, Spektral 
Delay (discontinued).
Below: G Force M-Tron Pro; iZotope Iris and 
Iris 2.
Right column, Arturia: ARP 2600, Yamaha 
CS-80, Roland Jupiter 8, Matrix-12, Moog 
Mini and modular, Oberheim SEM, 
Sequential Circuits Prophet, Solina string 
synth, Vox organ, Wurlitzer electric piano.
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CXI-111 8”× 6”, circa 1995. Graphite, acrylic, and rubber stamps 
on cream Stonehenge.

5757

 3  8:29 (Draft 1, July 16, 2004; draft 1.3, 
December 9, 2007)

With this poem I could give off ence (more so than 
usual), especially if you don’t have the patience to read or 
hear it all the way through.

Except for the “siren”, which is a little baby’s yawp 
stretched until it causes pain, all the sounds are canned 
loops and my voice.

Her legs would come out of darkness,
sinuous limbs spreading wide in welcome
to claim my pelvis in a lust-lock,
her arms wrapping around my head,
body draped over me like a shroud,
like the night itself, engulfi ng me—
this, for many men, is the end—
cunt gaping to swallow my cock whole,
dripping like some cinematic fi end,
like a mollusk she’d lay a slick trail
ending in the creamy pool of her vagina
where she degrades my pleading fl esh—
letting myself slide into her deep well,
euphoric enclosure and origin of life, 
to become intangible from pleasure,
heavenly muscles devouring sanity
with each convulsive wring—
for many men, this is the end—
before releasing myself, fi rst in spasms,
then in vapors, to be entwined with earth,
to descend with her as she goes down,
giving myself over to eternity,
to be with her, an element of earth.
Men wait for her in their sleep,
reaching out with empty hands
and erections as dishonest as words,
or lie sleepless hoping she will come,
begging the insensitive walls for her,
praying to plastic idols of death
for her to fi nd them so she can defi le
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CXXXIV-134 Finished August 3, 2001. 8”× 8” Graphite, acrylic, and 
rubber stamps on gray Stonehenge.

Th ey lied when they said nothing of this star.
I lied when I said I was your friend,
that I felt no pain or anger for the turbulence
of your life entering and eating into mine.
I lied so you’d hold me a little longer,
and because I could not accept the truth
of my inner wisdom, that recognized your star.
I lied because I didn’t know what else to say.
And because I wanted to look good,
like I could forget who you are,
like I could rise up above personal injury
to be magnanimous, even kind.
But, I’m not, I can’t, and I lied.
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 1  9:24 (Draft 1, September 14, 2003; draft 1.2, 
April 2, 2006)

Here our story picks up with one of my earliest ACID 
compositions, after approximately three years of digitizing 
and archiving my art in my fi rst computer. “Insects” is 
basically commercial loops from the ACID loop library and 
my voice. Compare it to “Night”; I think both sound like 
me, regardless of the source of the sounds.

Th ere are details of the poem that make me think it 
was written in the 1980s in Duluth, the frogs and dog. But 
other details that are from Minneapolis, a few years later, 
such as the cat ripping a hole in the screen.

Th ey heave through the screen,
the largest, while the smallest
fl y in like invited guests.
Th e cat goes wild following them,
jumping and grabbing for them.
Some circle the bare light bulbs.
Some drop in spirals or waves
toward the scent of my blood.

Th e air is cooler.
I’m silently restless.
I think about bed.

Frogs by the pond singing for love,
the hypnotic rumble of a machine…
Th ank god the dog isn’t on guard duty,
He sleeps on hay under the porch
instead of spewing his guard bark.

I hate to lie down
when I can’t sleep—
and if I could sleep
I wouldn’t wake in time
to collect the dreams.

In the screen, the cat has ripped a hole
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CXII-112 April 29, 1995. Graphite, acrylic, india ink, and rubber 
stamps on cream Stonehenge.

and the lights must be turned off —
what graceless armored creatures
rule the earth, these insects,
their jittery staccato motions
catching us off  guard.
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 2 … 7:04 (Draft 1, September 14, 2003; draft 2.2, 
March 5, 2010)

“To You…” is canned loops and my voice.
Th e poem, as with “Th e Naming”, is addressed to a 

former lover. It was written in1995, fi rst on the drawing, 
during a period in which I was coming accept that I don’t 
always have to like myself or be someone others like. Th is 
is liberating. Not only do you not have to judge yourself so 
harshly, you do not have to judge others either.

To you I give the power of the naming
and the fi nality of remorse.
My gratitude is a dead twig,
its bark peeling off  in dry husks
to reveal the consumptive action
of the smaller lives that end us all.

You have given me a week of hope,
a day of happiness, a minute of bliss,
and years to curse my ignorance
and my paralyzed, nascent love.

Astrologers lie to collect money
from the satisfi ed customer—who returns.
Th ey wouldn’t tell you of the evil star in Virgo
that fi lled you with its radiant libations,
pouring through your arteries the tireless misery
that leads you from birth to death.
It once drenched you in fl ammable guilt,
then burned your youth to a course ash.
It contorted your beauty to a restrained mask,
showing reticence of each: joy, trust and acceptance.
It fi lled your womb, then stole your child,
giving him up to the father as your punishment
for the sins of rebellion and self-preservation.
It has always pushed love beyond your reach.
And, now, it fi lls you with rapacious disease,
not satisfi ed with the goodness of your soul,
it devours the rudimentary goodness of your fl esh.
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 1  14:22 (Draft 1, March 17, 1996; draft 7, 
August 4, 2012)

 2  3:29 (Draft 1, March 22, 1996; draft 5, February 
21, 2011)

 3  6:17 (Draft 1, March 23, 
1996; draft 4, July 9, 1999)

 4  12:44 (Draft 1, May 22, 1996; draft 14.4, 
March 21, 2010)

 5  5:02 (Draft 1, February 10, 1997; draft 1.1, January 
4, 2005)

 6 ’ 10:52 
(Draft 1, May 23, 1997; draft 3,  February 20, 2011)

 7 13:11 (Draft 1, June 23, 1997; draft 5, 
July 6, 1999)

 8  10:08 (Draft 1, July 
7, 1998; draft 2, August 20, 1999)

 1  9:24 (Draft 1, September 14, 2003; draft 1.2, 
April 2, 2006)

 2 … 7:04 (Draft 1, September 14, 2003; draft 2.2, 
March 5, 2010)

 3  8:29 (Draft 1, July 16, 2004; draft 1.3, 
December 9, 2007)

 4  3:04 (Draft 1, March 13, 2005: 
draft 1.4, February 13, 2011)

 5  (a collaboration with Charles Schlee) 
6:04 (Draft 1, January 7, 2006; draft 1.3, November 15, 
2009)

 6 … 5:08 (Draft 1, May 
21, 2006; draft 1.2, December 2, 2007)

 7  2: 28 
(Draft 1, April 10, 2011)

 8  5:14 (Draft 1, July 2, 2011)
 9  7:11 (Draft 1, September 

24, 2011)
 10  8:16 (Draft 1, November 20, 2011)
 11  3:30 (Draft 1, March 17, 2012)
 12  5:57 (Draft 1, January 19, 2013)
 13  4:12 (Draft 1, January 10, 2016)
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 5  (a collaboration with Charles Schlee) 
6:04 (Draft 1, January 7, 2006; draft 1.3, November 15, 
2009) Copyright Charles Schlee and Michael Myshack

I had the pleasure of collaborating with a co-worker in 
the world of offi  ce furniture installation, Charles Schlee (to 
hear his music go to sordidbusiness.com/). I’d thrown out 
the prospect of collaborating with several musicians on the 
job. Charles was the only one to take me up on it, though 
Alex Bacon (the primary creative force of 10-67 P.D.O.A.) 
has used my voice and poems on one of his compositions.

I put together a rhythm track with canned loops, to 
which I added one of my poems. Charles returned it with 
two guitar parts and two bass parts. I added a little synth 
and remixed.

Maybe if I were beautiful
she’d understand.
Instead, she seethes
while I forget everything
and stare…
until I’m empty,
barren,
and bereft of love…
this replays itself
again
again
again.

Just my stupid hungry eyes
wanting to tear her heart out
in ancient blood ritual,
the union of male and female,
as though this would sate my vision.
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 6 … 5:08 (Draft 1, May 
21, 2006; draft 1.2, December 2, 2007)

Another instrumental. Except for a few blips of synth, 
and a clip from the MegaMouth toy, this is just canned 
loops.

LXXXV-85 8”× 6”. Circa 1988-89. Graphite, india ink, acrylic, and 
rubber stamp (inspired by my partner’s potato print papers) on 
tan Rieves BFK.
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 13  4:12 (Draft 1, January 10, 2016)
On Saturday January 9, 2016 I tried to start something 

in Sonar. My goal being to have a new recording for a 20th 
anniversary release in March. I didn’t actually expect to 
come up with anything.

I began with some of my samples, ending up with: 
wooden frog; wok brush; wire basket; water jug; turbo 
bell; and Ursula at 15 months. I think I threw out several 
other loops. Structured it as I went. Th en I started playing 
with some Arturia synths: Oberheim SEM, ARP 2600, and 
Jupiter 8.

While working on the sounds I kept glancing at a post-it 
on my desk, something I’d jotted down last summer or fall 
(had to get out of bed and turn on a light to do so, or the 
words wouldn’t let me get to sleep…can’t recall if I’d been 
sleeping or if I was in that hypnagogic state trying to get 
there). I think they skewed the selection of sound, which 
then brought me back to the words. I added the “sleep 
now” refrain at the end.

Enlightenment threatened us.
We returned to dream.
Spontaneous blur.
Transparent hypothesis.
Sleep now.
Sleep now.
Sleep.
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 7  2: 28 
(Draft 1, April 10, 2011)

Yet another instrumental. Th e samples are from an 
aluminum bar, similar in size to a ruler. Other than that, 
just a few noises from Massive and FM8 presets.

It’s one of the fi rst compositions to be completed after I 
was introduced to SoundCloud. Even online, I’ve never had 
an audience of more than a few dozen people, yet it was 
exhilarating to fi nish a piece and throw it out to the world 
rather than sitting on it for years in total obscurity. I fi nd 
I’m less inclined to tweak a thing to death once I’ve made 
something public.

 8  5:14 (Draft 1, July 2, 2011)
“Shadow” began with a Michael Shrieve MIDI loop that 

I was playing around with. I put in a metal HVAC fi lter for 
the high hat. Th ere are several iterations of samples from 
a ribbed glass light fi xture. An untuned guitar played by 
rubbing a Kerr canning lid on the strings, amp simulation 
from Guitar Rig. And my voice; maybe a piece I wrote while 
working on the composition (a Jungian theme inspired by 
an essay on Ezra Pound).

all this light
all this light and cross examination
everything is so plain to see
seen clearly and exactly explained
not a single stain left for the imagination
nothing to do but talk
say what you will
nothing but talk
and more talk
more talk
more talk
just talk
it keeps going around
bright lights
the steady look
then the words
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 10  8:16 (Draft 1, November 20, 2011)
Several patterns made with Native Instruments’ 

Sinebeats presets; then several drones made with NI’s 
Absynth presets. On top of this is my voice, something I 
wrote as I worked on the sounds (almost an ad lib).

I fi nd a pool of darkness
a pool of darkness
and I step in
I step in
step in
I step in

 9  7:11 (Draft 1, September 
24, 2011)

A very simple and arbitrary instrumental. I took one 
loop of a vibrating aluminum bar (similar in size and shape 
to a ruler) and ran it through Native Instruments’ Spektral 
Delay nine separate times, each time with a diff erent 
preset. I redrew the fi lters as the loop played. Th en I 
randomly plunked them all into the ACID time line.

talk talk talk talk talk…
that rapturous rapacious romantic thrill is gone
who do I love
who do I fear
why won’t they touch me anymore
where are my enemies
what happened to suspicion and passion and tall the layers 
of duplicity
this meeting has turned into an autopsy
everything is so clear
now I’m sane and lifeless
sane
god am I sane
please, turn out the light
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your body, a crevice or nook that could hold you forever. You 
never know.
Even when frightening things are chasing you through this 
house, room after room, and you’re not sure if any of these 
rooms will be safe, a refuge from anything and everything, 
you still manage to fi nd comfort in the fact that it’s your 
house and not someone else’s. In a very desperate way, it will 
always be home.

A photo of my room when we lived in northeast Minneapolis, 
circa 1993, my futon under the stair framing that ran from desk 
to ceiling. I had been studying photography (mainly history of) 
and my employer very generously gave me an SLR camera for 
Christmas.
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 12  5:57 (Draft 1, January 19, 2013)
A few of my own sounds, a virtual electric piano, and 

some of David Torn’s Splattercell loops for additional 
fl avoring. I had recently written about architecture in my 
dreams, as opposed to recounting a single dream, and it 
worked with the sounds I’d been cobbling together.

My ideal house is a dream house. You know the one…when 
you walk into the room it’s small and simple, maybe leading 
into another room, also small and simple, perhaps a few 
doorways leading off  to yet more rooms, but when you turn 
around to leave there is a hallway you didn’t see as you 
came in. Just a simple hallway not much wider than the wall 
that was there as you entered. But the hall has door after 
door and each door opens to a room perhaps as large as the 
original room. Possibly each of these rooms leading off  the 
hallway lead to other entrances, other rooms, stairways to 
attics and basements, another door or window opening onto 
country or city vistas not surrounding the original room, 
which might have been in a tenement, skyscraper, or out in 
the woods. Th ese other rooms also have doorways that could 
open to other times and places. You never know.
And you never know if any of these other rooms will be safe 
or comfortable, so you usually hesitate to cross the threshold 
and turn back to the original room, which was perfect. But 
can you ever get back? Any hall you enter, any threshold you 
cross is probably one way. Only by going forward do you 
have any hope of returning.
Each room has a character of its own but somehow ties in 
with all the others, designed by a subtle mind. Th e decor 
could be sumptuous fabrics or spider webs or a forest or 
machinery, yet they all belong to the same house. Maybe 
the room is occupied by a forgotten family member or a 
prospective lover or a strange animal. You never know.
And each door you open could lead to another story or a 
continuation of the one you were already living. It could open 
to sleep, vitality, death, or boredom. You never know.
If you stay long enough you will cross mighty landscapes 
but also, maybe, you will fi nd a small place that accepts just 
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XCIX-99 8”× 6”. 1991. Graphite, india ink, rubber stamps, and 
acrylic on gessoed hardboard.

Th ere is no bottom
and I step in
though there is no bottom
I step in
step in
I step in

Th is is my love
surrounding me
this is my love engulfi ng
and I step in
follow me
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step in

Do you fear the darkness
bottomless darkness
surrounding you
do you fear submersion
do you fear my love
step in
follow me
follow me
follow me
and step in
step in

Th is is my love
engulfi ng darkness
this is my love
bottomless
bottomless
follow me
follow me
follow me
follow me

Th is is my love
step in
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 11  3:30 (Draft 1, March 17, 2012)
A strange snowfall, like pellets, falling on dried leaves 

in November 2011 captured with a Zoom H-1. Processed 
several times with presets and redrawn fi lters in NI’s 
Spektral Delay. To this I added a poem written circa 1982-
83 while still living in Duluth.

Leaves in absence and love declined,
moonlight lost in a seraglio of lint.
However these lips parted, invitation
has faded, chilled and deserted
between night and crazy sunlight.
Sex is the clear madness of sunshine
misplaced, misnamed and soon vaporous.
So, what of love on the winter tread?
Lint and lust are collecting moonlight
and snow discloses the latent steps.
Snow falls and fi lls the wavering biddance.


